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Unwanted 

It was night. It was dark. 

I don't remember when it all started. I _can't_ remember, to be 
honest. Months ago, probably . . . but what had turned me into what I 
am now is still a mystery. If it were myself . . . well, I wouldn't 

be surprised. No one could really turn me into this, except for 
myself. My thoughts, my feelings . . . 

I'm listening to music. Crywank, to be more specific. His music makes 
me happy. I've never found someone who can pour so much personal 
emotion into a single piece of music, and it just sort of helped me . 
. . I don't know. The music still made me even more depressed though, 

so I guess that's a bad thing. I couldn't hear anything from outside. 
I've been in my room for how long now? Three hours? 

My brother was outside, watching a whole ton of fitness related stuff 
on Youtube. I don't understand why he does it. He's already in 
incredible shape, and mom and dad are always praising him. I don't 
even try to wonder why. He's intelligent, athletic, handsome, and has 
the perfect amount of stubborness that you just can't stop liking 
him. Sure, he could be a bit annoying - actually, _extremely_ 
annoying, but he's a sibling, right? That's what they do. Older 
brothers annoying their little sisters. 

He's funny. Hilarious. His jokes always make me feel so wonderful on 
the inside, though I try not to show it. I don't want to make myself 
look happy. Maybe that's why he's so close to me. Does he actually 
love me? Probably. 

Mom's at work. Physical therapy and stuff. Dad's in the bedroom, 
watching ... I don't even know, American Idol? Hmph . I would join 
him, but I'm way too awkward to do that. He hates me anyway. Besides, 



I don't really feel like leaving my room. Ever. For the rest of the 
day . 

The scissors are on my brothers desk. The same ones I've used 
multiple times to slit my wrists. Sure, I would use a knife, but I'm 
too scared to do that. Scared for myself, but also scared for my 
family. I know they love me, but I refuse to accept that. Why that 
is, I don't know. But I don't want to scare them. It would be to 
obvious if I were to just _frolick_ into the kitchen, grab a knife, 
then cut my arm until it was oozing with blood. That's just stupid. I 
like it when it's slow . . . that way it's not as noticeable. 

I couldn't help it. One of my favorites songs began to play. 

Obsessive Muso with no Friends. Great song, really. It was freakishly 
similar to what was happening right now. Weird. 

I sat up. My sweater was a bit big, but that helped when I wanted to 

cover all of the scars. I stretched before turning to my side, 

heaving myself out of the bed covers and onto the brown shag carpet 
that's been on the floor since ... I don't know, when my brother 
was two years old? I wasn't even born at that time. 

_Not cool being someone you wouldn't want to know. _0h thanks, 
Crywank. That's a wonderful message to hear. 

My sweater. Ha, the sweater that I hate so much. I sleep in it, too. 

Just to make sure my sleeves don't roll up and reveal my cuts and 

stuff. Don't know, I'm just extremely paranoid. I took a quick glance 
at the scissor. That black and red scissor that led me into this 
mess. Oh, how I loved it. 

I ran up to it, took in my fingers carefully, and balanced it against 
my wrist. _Shit_. Oh great, there's barely any room for anything. I 
couldn't just go higher up my arm. If I did that, my parents would be 
able to notice it. My brother would, too. I let out a deep sigh 
before taking it to my skin, which was already covered with various 
cut marks covered in dry blood. How many were there, more than 20? 
Probably. It was so hard to tell since they were all smashed into one 
area, so it basically looked like a large rectangle covered in red 
lines. Weird. 

I pressed down. Right between two cuts where there was little space. 

I ran it up and down my skin, as the blade wasn't extremely sharp, 
and it was probably the sharpest scissor we had in the house. I 
inhaled sharply, though I could feel a strange joyous sensation as I 
did so. I lifted the scissor. Blood slowly began oozing out of my 
wrist, though it wasn't much. It was something, though. And I didn't 
care . 

The song ended, and the next one replaced it. _Hopeless, you're told. 
Fearful of the day she dies._ Nice song. Great song. 

I sat back down on the bed sheets, my eyes locked onto that single 
fresh wound that I had just given myself. I'm eleven years old. 

Eleven fucking years. Why the hell am I already so depressed? 

Stupid . 

I feel terrible. The moon's light shone through the window. I didn't 
bother to close it, actually. It was cold outside. If my dad came in 
and asked why I was wearing a sweater, I'd at least have some sort of 



evidence and an excuse. That's good. 


Dreadful. They hate me. I hate myself. It's like a merry-go-round of 
confusion, hate, and anger. It all starts with confusion and 
curiosity. I'm sad, is what I would have thought. Does that mean I 
have to cut? No . . . that's stupid. Cutting is bad, but I really 

want to know what it's like. 

Then the hate. What had caused the confusion? Sad stuff. All of the 
sad and most dreadful things that had happened in your life. Most are 
the least of your problems, thought you end up making a huge 
overreaction about it. Dad yelled at you? Depressed. Did something 
wrong? Worse. Got ignored by someone you thought had loved you? Even 
more terrible. 

Anger. The worst of all. The feeling you get when you realize that 
all you've done had been wrong. Everything you said and did . . . all 

wrong. Your doings begin to affect your relationship between everyone 
you had once known. Those you had grown so close to begin to slowly 
leave you in that dark, lonely corner that you dreaded so much. 
Trapped. Trapped in the dark. Alone. 

That's why. That's why I feel unwanted. 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><pXstrong>And this is why I haven't updated In the Midst in so 
long. But it's fine, I promise that it should be up in a few days. 
Yeah . <strong> 


End 
f lie . 



